By Muriel Nevile 


SHEED AND WARD 


hj y 
neous 
: a 


Muriel Nevile 


GENESEE ABBEY LIBRARY 
PIFFARD, NY 14533 ~< « 


SHEED AND WARD 
NEW YORK ° 1953 


PS 3527 E747 P7 1953 glas 


Nevile, Muriel. 
Prose-poem and psalm. 


Computer [D: 59731 


Copyright 1953 by Sheed & Ward, Inc. 
Library of Congress Catalog Card No. 53-9805 
Manufactured in the United States of America 


29717 — 


To My Children 


It will be noticed that I have used the second person singular 
and the second person plural, both with or without a capital 
fist letter, in address to Christ and to the Father; and as these 
variations came spontaneously and seem to me to express the 
different modes in which we address God, I have left them as 
they came. 
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1945-1948 


The leaves and the stem 
Quickly I moved my heart 
Were you complete in your dying? 
Break me, sweet Lord 

Rest Thou in Thy Heaven 

I said to my Beloved 

Let me not look inward 

How shall we know Thee? 

I sought out God’s people 

I still paddle my feet 

He is hard and hidden my King 


' He took this occasion 


They took their places in the stalls 
To St. Theresa of Avila 

Dear Lord, they come and beg of me 
Let go of pain 

Why 1s the darkness so dark? 

I rode sky-high 

God 

Give me, sweet Lord 

Some there are 

I mourn, sweet Lord 

Die thou, my heart 

Not in soft words 

My purse was empty 


I must walk warily 

Let me be the tumber 

So frail, so sure 

I offered him my vanity 

I split my wood 

High above the soft security 
I pastured my soul 

If in our hands 

Teach us, sweet Lord 

I give Thee thanks sweet Lord 
Cast me two bodies 

Deeper and deeper 

Let them come in and out 


1948-1951 


Sunset on the Karroo 
Resurrection of the body 

Why do you look for landmarks? 
Listen—and you will hear 

I linger to caress the years 

The grapes are ripe 

I bring before you, Christ 

We smile as we go our daily way 
Let me take the Mind’s plate 
Let me fight back 

O dark and passionate things 

I am the Good Shepherd 
Swords—perpendicular 


What was it that made me look backwards? 


My God—lI offer back my memory 
Thoughts in my brain 


A, times thoughts come to me that are not my own 
Then it is that I really live; 
I hear the roar of his waters. 
I see the raiment of his hills. 
Into my little world of “what shall we eat 
And wherewith shall we be clad” 
Breaks the fierce light and whispered melody 
of hidden things. 
Be my reins the strings and my heart the echo of 
thy fire music. 
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Ales LEAVES and the stem of the nettles have been cleared 
from the top of my soil 

And I smile to myself and am glad. 

But the old stiff root is merely scarred 

Though I have pressed it deep and well hidden, 

And above it I have planted the strong stone of a good deed; 

I have put my foot on it and driven it down where none can 
see 

Into the dark rich soil, which holds both heaven and hell. 

Then I have turned my eyes towards the light 

Away from the germ of canker 

In the sealed well of my heart. 


i) 


Qvricsx I moved my heart to the far away side of the lake, 
where tangled’ reeds and rushes are disposed of, and 

fulfilment is. 

I too had been a reed among reeds and laughed and danced 
by the waters: 

I moved quickly for I knew his wind and whence it came and 
I heard it from afar off: 

Even before others had lifted their heads to listen, I had felt it. 

Before it reached us with its scorching, I had seen the stir of its 
breath among those distant things that moved uneasily, yet 
unaware that they must bow or perish. 

My heart was dead and did not encumber me; and my eyes 
looked out at fear and were unafraid. 

I held with both hands to wisdom and to understanding. 

My footsteps were familiar on the Bridge of Pain. 

I felt no pity as I marched the unarmed shore, for I knew that 
the flame brought wisdom and fresh growth to the grasses: 

Yet I made for the land where living things abide and are 
for ever lasting. 


I heard the roar of their wings as His Angels closed in on me. 

“Good God have pity.” 

There was nor sun, nor star, in the blaze of His day! 

Strong hands thrust at me, and the waters of the lake shrieked 

and whirled to engulf me. 

“Turn Thine eyes from me! 

“Let me go! 

“Let me go back!” 

I had arrived in the kingdom of the spirit but they would have 
none of me because my human heart had died in its passing. 


A grass among grasses, I bow my head to save it, or hold it 
erect, grudging no new pain in the fires of Thy burning. 
Let me know, now, for ever, and again, the humiliation and 

the joy, the shame and the love, of Thy cleansing. 


Wire you complete in your dying? 

Did you release from your heart 

An hundred thousand hearts to life, 

That in the life of your dying 

' they might die again? 

Be my heart one with Thine, Giver of Joy: 
Thy lance in my heart. 


Bey me, sweet Lord, 

Break and reshape, and fashion again 

With Thy long searching fingers, 

Retracing, ever anew, the pattern of Thy heart on mine. 


White-red and pulsing, Giver of Light, 

Harden my heart to Thy cutting, 

Transluce it with the living fire of Thy flesh and 
Thy blood. 


ee Thou in Thy Heaven, O Mighty God, 

Searcher of the heart and of the reins! : 

I am a just man, and I keep Thy Commandments, 

Turn not Thy countenance against me, but guard 
Thou Thy throne. 

Let me lead my life, according to Thy precepts, 
upright, but alone. 

What am I that You should encompass me, God of 
the martyrs? 

I have given You my homage and my obedience. 

Of what use to You is my heart? 


I sAip to my Beloved, “stay here and I will come back to 
you.” 

I waited, but he gave no answer, 

Only his eyes looked upwards to the mountains 


And downwards to the Cities of the Vale. 


I turned my sight aside and tightened the fleshed and jewelled 
bands that encircled my heart. 

With head erect and eyes drawn by the glistening landscape 
I said to him: 

“T know, for it is written, that the green grass will not hold 
beneath my feet 

And the glittering mountain rock will crumble in my hands. 

Only stay here and wait for me and I will come back to you.” 

For if one acts alone one must act quickly. 


This was all long ago: I cannot tell how long ago. 

For when I turned to go back to him my eyes were blinded 
by tears; 

And my feet had lost their sense of direction. 


| ee me not look inward nor see the blackness of my heart, 
O Christ, 

For thou hast dyed it red-in the pain of a blood and red 
darkens only in death: 

Let me not die. 

Keep my eyes averted lest I see and know that the toil of thy 
heart is mocked in mine. 

Shut thou my eyes to myself that I may fix them only on Thee. 


Eyes are not enough for me, Giver of Light. 
Hold thou my héart against thine: 

That I may not see it, nor know it for my heart. 
That I may mistake my heart for thine. 


les bee shall we know Thee, God of Contradiction, 
We whose hearts are small? 

For Thy saints are unprofitable servants 

And Thy sinners are held like most dear children 

In the arms of Thy love. 


This thing I know, for I have walked among sinners = 

And said: I must tread warily: God is not here. 

Therein I was wrong, for you are with them now as you were 
of old 

At the feasts and in the fields of Galilee. 

Then which are Thy disciples, O Lord, and who shall tell? 
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I SOUGHT out God’s people and I told myself: 

“All will be well, for here I will beg provisions 

And a guide for the way.” 

They smiled a quick welcome as though I were now one of 
them, 

But there was work to do and no words were wasted. 

A few stood disputing and these lagged behind. 

I drew near to question, but those who laughed had left me, 


~ So I turned and went after them. 


_ It was only as I ran and followed that I saw the fire, 

Then I thought in my heart: “It is too late to put out the 
flames.” 

And I wept as I ran. 

I could not tell friend from foe, nor sinner from saint 

For in one great medley they jostled together, 

Yet I saw that the toil of the saints lightened the pain of the 
sinners, : 

And to solace the pain of the sinners was spur to the toil of 
the saints. 


I know not if the fire was quenched, 
Nor who was lost, nor who was saved. 
There was not much time. 


Come up, new fire-fighters! 


Look well, and compassionately, into the curtain of flame; 
And if you run who have read, you may smile as you run. 


Il 


I STILL paddle my feet in the brooks of the world. 

Is my brother displeased with me? Yet he made them so fair. 

Too fair, O Lord, too fair. 

So cold and so clear, foaming in their crystal mystery. 

Our feet are earthworn and weary, 

Thrust into shoes that chafe and cramp them, 

Pressed by the hard stones, they stumble on the edge of crag 
and root. 

Let me be wayward, my Brother. 

I would still bathe my feet in the pools of the world, 

The stream of earth’s waters as they pour from the mountains 

And ripple over the worn stones under the shade of thy pines, 

While above is the sky and around are the fields of thy flowers. 

Is there somewhere in Paradise to outlaugh the white dancing 
joy in the foam of thy waters? 


Is this indeed the world in which Thou who art God, 
Should have been born to die? 
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H. is hard and hidden my King and his face is dark and 


turned away from me. 


I was told I would rejoice, and that all pain would be light 
to me, once I followed my King. 

For they said that he shines from every star and that his breath 
is in the perfume of the wind, 

That the moon is the softness of his sleeping and the sun is 
the radiance of his sight. 

This may be so for some; it is not like that for me, my King 
is hard and silent and his face is turned away. 

The moon and the stars are my loves, not his; nor does he 
dwell in the perfume of flowers. 

Nicotine plant and rose petal, musk and oleander, these have 
beguiled me, but I did not find my King. 

The soft breezes have betrayed me and the shimmer of eastern 
waters; 

The song of the wanderer; the soft rise of the dawn have 
enchanted me. 

The sweet glory of the evening has lulled and bewitched me. 

All those my heart loves: but in none of these have I found 
my King. 

I clutch the scented clematis, I crush it to my breast and I 
wind myrtle in my hair; 

My eyes sparkle but my lips are dry and parted; my lips have 
held their secret: 

All things are false: where is my King? 


Why do I seek him, he has put no duress on me? 
He is hard to find; his face is turned away from me, my King. 
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isk took this occasion to show me my heart 
The while it lay open and helpless with sorrow. 


“Let me not turn, nor stumble aside, to hide my face in hell; 

Thou who art its Redeemer: 

Let me never again see my heart, 

Nor lay it open in Thy hand ’neath the glance of Thy eyes. 

Put it away, Sweet Saviour, where neither you nor I can 
see “it, 

Lest Thou repent Thee and I die.” 


He gave me no answer: 

One may not tempt God. 
He drew no veil across it. 
It lay there ever exposed. 


4 


; ‘ee took their places in the stalls as they were told to do 
and waited, 

But the curtain did not go up. 

Now and again strange gatemen came and shouted to them 
concerning the glory, the mystery and the drama of the 
great king. 

They watched and listened and were full of anticipation. 

Yet again a crier came and said that the king would be 
crowned and triumph over all his enemies. 

At long last the curtain went up and there they saw a child 
crying in a manger while on a nearby hill a man hung 
nailed to a tree. 

“Is the Kingdom?” they said, “and this the king?” 

“he is born and he dies.” 

“he is but one of us.” 

And they rose from the chairs in which they had sat and 
waited 

And went home again, walking singly or in groups, 

Some angry, some scornful, but mostly just puzzled. 

Only a few walked meditatively, 

These wondered more than the others: 

For hope had dawned in their hearts. 


ey 


To St. Teresa of Avila 


I STRETCHED out a hand to touch her brown habit: 

“T would sit beside you and listen when he speaks to you. 

“T would hear his words.” 

Then, my voice was low and startled at its own boldness— 

“T too, would see his heart.” 

She neither stopped nor turned her head in passing, 

But her answer fell softly, yet.as clear and as crystal as water, 
“Go in and speak to hirn alone.” 


Then because of the thoughts of my heart was I much 
confused. 

I knew that I was ill-attired and that I had no gifts to offer, 
so little was I refined by penance, 

With no great works of love to bear humbly in propitiation 
that he might look at them and not at me. 

But one may not ask the saints and leave their answers 
unheeded so I went in just as I was when she saw me and 
bade me go. 


Strange vaulting shadows seemed to house him. 

I could not tell past from present, nor darkness from light, 
Yet I pressed boldly forward, and found him alone. 

Each one from all eternity was there before him, 

Yet he gave audience to me alone. 

He did not see that I was ill-attired; 

He did not ask a single gift nor notice that I had none to offer: 
My king was pleased to see me when I went to him alone. 
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Di. Lord, they come and beg of me but I have nothing 
with which to quench their thirst. 

My pitcher is empty for the well of my heart has run dry. 

It was sweet and pitiful, my Lord, when first I knew their 
joys and sorrows laid open as a book before me, 

So I might lead them gently, even where mightier than I had 
failed. 


But I am older now and tired and the end is always the same. 

What good are words when hope is dim and there is only 
patience? 

I see not the last turning: it is hid in the darkness of the dawn. 

Only I see that men go their way and work their will, which 
is far from Thee. 


Keep Thou my heart apart and for Thyself alone, away from 


all man’s clamour and futility: 
In the light of Thy peace. 
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ibe go of pain and do not let its subtle vapours sap the 
marrow of your soul 

Nor the mauve mists of its shrouding blunt the rays of the 
spirit. 

Leave it behind you here and now, on this rough road where 
you have been companions. 

Let it fall, like a used garment, by the hiil-side, for the sun 
and the rain to dissolve it; . 

While you climb upwards. 

Neither pleasure nor pain shall go with you 

For the path is narrow and steep and there is room only for 
one; 

You have loitered too long and you must walk quickly if you 
are to reach the summit. 

For the sun will not wait on you; he has passed his prime. 

So alone I climbed towards the white snow peaks, bereft. of 
emotion, single in purpose; 

Yet when I came down again my arms and hands were filled 
with mountain flowers; 

And in my heart I sang a mountain song, for I was espoused 
to joy. 
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Way is the darkness so dark, Master? 

I had thought of life secure in earth’s daylight, 

That from Thy precepts would come sunshine to accompany 
my journey 

Till the shadow clouds gathered round the evening of life’s 
vigil 

And time’s frail fingers touched eternity. 

I had thought that we would stay together, my flesh and I, 

The questions of youth answered, the tumults of youth 
composed, 

To serve in harmony, each thing well ordered; 

I thought my house well built, of stones that would not fail. 

Like youth’s illusion, daylight has left me 

And earth’s familiar darkness is receding on itself, 

Drawing back, like a woman who has brought forth a child, 

Or the tides of time when they have cast a soul on the shores 
of eternity. 


Of what sense are words, dear Master, 

And why do I try to fix similes? 

For I lie as I write, knowing only this: 

Space cannot hold, nor name, nor muster 

The winds that whistle whither Thou willest. 

Time has neither progres€ nor retreat in converse with eternity. 
(Forgive, sweet Lord, for while we tremble 

If we are not over-bold we sin against Thee. ) 


) 


Light is not before us nor darkness around us, 

Bread of our flesh and Wine of our blood, 

For in our life is the stream of Thine, 

Even in the brown clay in which Thou didst encase Thy 
Godhead. 

The walls of our hearts are baked and crumble, adherent only 
on Thy beams, . 

For the light that guides our stumbling footsteps is not of sun 
or moon: 

It dwells in the threefold unity of everlasting day. 


I RODE sky-high on the tall crest of anger, the white foam of 
indignation surged and sprayed around me, the word of its 
vengeance was music in my ears: 

Be still small heart and do not whisper. Let me be blown as a 
trumpet of righteousness: God is my wrath. : 

Why may I not dispense with you, still Voice whose tyranny 
grows with the years, a worm who dies not gnawing into 
softness the innermost and hardest core? 

I may not reduce my walls, but for fear of the evil protection 
can do to me, I will look out from behind my strong 
ramparts and know the heart of my enemy. 

I have looked, and trembled and understood: 

I did well to ride high while the music of wrath still sang in 
my ears: 

I have gazed on the ocean that mothered the wave of my-fury; 

It is an ocean of tears. 
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Go. God, God, 


Let me be alone with him, 

God: 

Let me pillow my head on the breast of God, 

God whom the whole world seeks, 

Who has us and holds us: whom we so greatly desire. 
Let me be alone with my God. 


Safe in his hands is the torment of our mind, 

- Safe in his heart is the frailty of our will, 

The fears of our flesh are forgotten and stilled, 
God is our God. 


God.as I breathe you, and know you, 
Hoid me dear God, 

Keep me, enfold me, 

Embolden, enclose me. 

God is my God. 


Lean back your head and rest on his breast, 
As you make him the only request never denied 
Any creature created, 


Ask him his love. 


Love him and have him, 

Hold him, inhale him, 

God is your God, 

Never can devils nor angels withhold him 
From loving your love. 


Out of nothing did He make you, by his Word. 
Unto himself He will recall you. 
The Word is God. 
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(i) 


Gwe me, sweet Lord, the heart to ask for a heart to deliver 
to ‘Thee, 

To be crushed in Thy hands; 

For alone I cannot surrender. 

I cannot uproot the earth-entangled roots of human love, 

Nor free my heart to Thine. 


(Depth of all mantles, cloud of the blue, 
With the moon at thy feet and crowned with the stars, 
Be homely and hold thou my hand.) 


Let no word of mine own pass my lips, 

No reproach or rebellion, 

No indignation or refusal. 

Though the canvas of earth has withdrawn its illusion, 
The colours I paint with may well be eternal: 

Stay thou my hand. 


(11) 


Like a midget I stand on earth, holding the end of a paint 
brush. 

The handle is long as a shadow, the shadows that children 
throw on the wall, 

Stretching, grotesque and narrow, like a spear of darkness, 

My brush-tip paints on a faraway scene 

While I stand among the audience, still in the auditorium. 

The curtain is up. 

The time: before dawn; half lights and moving figures. 

Behold! Now I see, they are working with their backs towards 
me: 

The light is beyond. 
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; Se there are who ask to live securely, and this to us is 
strange: 

Have they not seen the Yellow River casting its dead? 

Nor the brown waters of the Nile held back for famine? 

Nor the perils of the Ganges as the angry gods release the 
white snow waters? 

Here and there in many lands, great tremblings of the earth, 
and the tidal waves? 

They who are so wise and whose lands are secured die hardly; 

We who are born in death hold lightly to our lives. 

For we, the small people of the earth, are unnamed and 
unnumbered : 

Out of the dust we rise, and we run with little quick feet for 
a short brief while, 

And down to the dust we return: 

Swelling for ever the myriad upon myriad of the children of 
men. 

Swelling for ever like the sands of the sea, the grains of the 
earth which no man can number. 

We are no man’s concern, nor God’s, for a veil hangs between 
us and the immortal dawn, 

Sometimes the veil blows backwards, sometimes the wind 
blows it forward; 

Is there anything there that we may see to save us? 

A trickle of blood has oozed through and lies on the sand, 

The sand which bears and buries us: 

It dyes the yellow sand: 

It dyes it crimson. 
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I mouRN, sweet Lord, the deadening of desires: 

Draw Thou the thread 

That out of the cold ashes of dead flesh 

New heart be born, to rise 

And follow Thee. 

I see still in the mirror of the world 

The scintillating radiance and the colours of ‘Thy throne, 

The grace and the breadth of Thy laughter— 

Dare I seek Thy pain? 

The young know not their flesh, for heart and spirit are one, 

But we who are old wear it in rags, and conscious of its 
meanness. 

Torn and tattered, it impedes us, 

Yet do we clutch at it with desperate fingers 

For without it we are naked and alone. 

Wind Thou unbreakable the thread of love. 

Turn Thou Thy golden spool. 
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D. thou, my heart, that hast such puny loves 

Thy flesh and blood to wantons so attached 

As ivy, green in leaf, clings to the dead wood tree. 

How can new blood be nourished in thy tendrils 

That lingers ever where no life is born 

To feed new life in veins create for everlasting blood, 

Channels equipped by God to pass the liquid of Eternity 

Into the otherwise decaying flesh of man’s short span. 

Die thou, my heart, since thou wast born to die, 

Not from starvation of thy earth fed love 

But from man’s heart-break at the gifts of God, 

The dual gift; eternity within mortality’s frail frame, 

Mortality within the heart of God, and its eternal purpose 

Wedding thy new-born heart to him who broke his heart in 
time. 
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N oT in soft words Sweet Lord, 
Speak thou to me. 
Heart against Heart Sweet Lord, 
Nailed to thy tree. 


Free of the World Sweet Lord, 
Freedom in thee. 

Give me thy Heart Sweet Lord, 
Prisoned in me. 


Lead me, thy Bride, Sweet Lord 
Thy Father to see. 

Dyed in thy Blood Sweet Lord, 
Repentant to be. 


Teach us, Sweet Dove and Lord, 
Sorrow, Wisdom and Humility. 
In these three loves Sweet Lord, 
Bear we thy Trinity. 


26 


M. purse was empty so I took me to the King’s treasury. 

They gave me heavy coinage that had no sparkle, 

But I took it in my hands for I knew it was the King’s minting 

And as one who had grown wings, I flew to the bazaar with it. 

“See! See! Rise. I have treasure.” 

The merchants looked askance and stood away from me, 

Hustling together when they saw it in my outstretched hands. 

One and all, they covered their scales; and an old one 
muttered, 

“That is not treasure that can be bartered for bread.” 

So I took it back to the King’s treasury: 

“Tt is of no use to me, this strange coinage, 

Sometimes light, sometimes heavy, 

No man will weigh it on his scales; it will not buy,” I said, 
“in the markets of the World.” 

I laid the strange deep coins at the foot of the King’s treasurer 

And went back to the Bazaar to learn the ways of merchants 
or to beg my bread. 


27 


I MUST walk warily 

For thou art here, 

And where thou art 

The seas shall hold men’s feet 

And solid earth-be quicksand. 

The drifting rocks, 

The shifting land, 

How shall we tread thy topsy-turvy world? 
We walk on clouds 


Yet fear their dissolution in rain of fertile tears. 


Precipitate from mountain tops 

We hit the plain. 

Thou catchest us in thy strong hands 
Like a man with a falling bird, 
Who casts it to wing on a puff of air 
To climb and soar again. 


28 
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joes be the timber, 
Christ my Lord, 

Whose fibres vibrate 
Listening to thy word. 


Let me be the tree 

That tears its roots 

From earth’s warm soil 
And rends the air in falling. 


Lean thou then forward 

To tangle thy eternal hair 

And hold in thy sure hands 

The branches, leaves and blossom of my fall. 


So frail, so sure, invisible the thread: 

We hang suspended over the world’s doom, 
The vast uncharted spaces of our fear, 

The multi-coloured atlas of the world. 

Faint with the heights and depths, 

Terror of seas, soft sighing skies of blue, 

Or dark with darkest night 

Bereft the light of one faint star; 

Cast off in loneliness sublime with tears, 

An atom freed from hope and innocent despair. 
We have not seen that distance-darkened star 
That holds the silver gossamer cord 

Drawn from the very entrails of our being, 
Unbreakable, unchangeable, the motherhood of God. 
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I OFFERED him my vanity and the praise of men: 

He bade me keep these; they were mine alone as I alone had 
bought them. 

I took my finest cloak embroidered with the dignity of years 
and the rich variety of generations. 

He said: This is the veil with which my love has covered you; 

Would you go naked among the children of men? 

What then, Lord, is my sacrifice, and how shall I find a 
passport to thy kingdom? 

A scintillating mass of precious stones burned round him 
where he stood. 

He stooped to collect them in their many-coloured glory and 
then he spoke to me: 

I am the giver. Loose but your hands, and they will be free 
to receive. 


cy. 


I SPLIT my wood on the last day of my apprenticeship. 
I had come to regard it as whole: 

For my statue was well nigh finished 

And I had forgotten the knot, and overgrown flaw 
Once slightly visible, in the first green wood. 

The pride of workmanship had blinded me; 

I would soon be a master craftsman; 

I grew careless and wielded my tools inattentively, 
Outpacing humility and patience 

For I plied my art easily, 

And now; I held my life’s work in two pieces; 
Shattered from end to end. 

Young workers crowded round me to see my disaster— 
Should I not tell them that they might learn of me 

At least, themselves, not to do the same? 

So I recited a long-winded explanation. 

Some listened politely, 

Others smiled and even tittered, 

But all with their eyes gave the same answer; 

“His mistake, not ours; mistakes we make, but that one never.” 
I could not bear it, 

I tried to reason, expose and illustrate my pain, 

For surely, most surely, if I told and retold them, 

In the end they would listen, 

It would spare them my shame; 

(But hard as the wood and as flawed in the handling, 
I had watched them at work, they would do it again. ) 
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As they grew bored I grew more earnest, 

And as they yawned, I waxed more persistent, 

Then suddenly, my heart stood still 

For, from the room above us woodcarvers, 

The long room where the sculptors worked, 

I heard the sound again 

This time the sound of split marble. 

Even the youngest turned his eyes, and listened; 

No word was spoken; 

Only an old man, bent and broken, carried in trembling hands; 
Still exquisite from years of skillful toil, 
The shattered remnant of his achievement. 

He passed us by and went out into the darkness 

Leaving the door behind him open; 

I left my words and followed. 


8. 


| aba above the soft security of valley homestead 

They pass into a new world barren and cold. 

They must have clashed with the rock to love and dread it, 
They must have been scorched by the winter snow 

To reverence, to wonder and to walk in awe of it. 


Frozen into sameness with the dead rock 
By the icy blast of mountain winds, 
Melted to wax by the rays of its fierce sun, 
Exulting in the strength of their conquest, 
Ever mindful of their nothingness, 

In the unity of man and mountain, 

In the superiority of spirit, 

They exist only in awareness 

Of the absolute reality 

Of the dominance of matter, 

And the everchanging mystery of mountain ways. 


Cold and magnificent, 

Vengeful of all disrespect, 

Rich in her indifference; 

The mountain is all and they are nothing, 
Yet they are men and they conquer 

The mountain which bears them. 

They have nothing to give to her, 

They conquer only to receive. 
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Tired to numbness, blinded, driven, 

Weary bodied: 

The body driven only by the will, 

The will to survive, the will to conquer 

The summits of endurance. 

To these her sons she yields her fickle secrets, 
The ice-white love of the eternal hills. 


(Te salutamus. ) 
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I PASTURED my soul in his valleys 
Until my flesh was fat and luxuriant 
And my pelt was thick-white, soft and comforting. 


I pastured my soul in his uplands 
Until my flesh was lean and firm 
And my fleece was short-crisped and serviceable. 


My feet strayed from the uplands 
Onwards to the everlasting hills 
Where the fine grasses blow 
Sometimes sweet, sometimes bitter, 
I cropped them as I went. 


At last I came to the mountain pastures 
Where, palmed and aureoled, 

His shepherds grazed their sheep. 

It was a goodly company. 


No man forbade me these pastures. 
They were green with eternity 
And golden with love. 

I went in and out at will. 


My heart was well satisfied. 
I tarried there a long while. 
Then one day my soul said; 
“These are his pastures—but where is God?” 


From then on I knew no peace. 

I went from shepherd to shepherd and begged them to tell me— 
“Where was God?” 

No man gave me a clear answer. 
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So one morning I set out alone. 

I knew his fields that they were boundless; I could never reach 
the end, 

Yet the paths were clearly marked; I should not lose my way, 

With even lawns beneath my feet I went confidently forward. 


Sudden! I know not: 

Precipitate—horizontally falling, 

Slipping my foothold on the crumbling edges of the world 

That yawned above the precipice, to the very fringes of the 
cloud. 

I saw it then, black—mauve—grey, 

For it filled the valley, and covered the mountains. 

And as it rolled forward the hills and the earth fell back; 

Finished the term of their substance 

Like a map that is folded and done: 

Only the cloud rolled on. 


Void of Cloud. 

Nothingness. 

Utterness. 

- Nameless of Majesty; 

Torrent of Gentleness; 

Depth of thy height and dark of the fathomless. 
We may not name Thee and live; 

Nor knowing Thee die. 

Terror of joy; encroaching, advancing, 

Cloud! Thou only for ever Art; 

Silent as cloud mist, weighted with cloud, dissolved is my heart. 
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I. in our hands we held a planet-star 

Its glory would be dead. 

The flint from which a spark is fired 

Is a grain of grey-dull lead. 

Unto the greyness of our heart 

Thou who art God, could still impart 

Thy living flame; 

Impact the leaden death-like fear of frail intent, 

Play on Thy reel of jagged steel 

Thy love of fire. 

So strike the spark to fiercest glow 

That we who die, 

That we who cry, for life, 

Whose fibres weaken from too much weight of earth’s desire 

May, by Thy blessed saving blows, new life inspire. 

Indent our hearts with Thy hard wheel and grind away the 
metal of our stubborn will 

That out of dullest, deadest clay 

All furrowed with the teeth of Thy deep harrows, 

May light and kindle in the world anew 

The running steel, 

The living, flashing, ruby tips of Thy sweet arrows. 


a bps us, sweet Lord, 

To hold thy priceless gift of faith in sober mood, 

Not in the arrogance of a chosen people 

But as the man, rich with the gift of sight 

Holds out his hands in strong firm homage 

To his fellow men, who with their dim, unseeing eyes 
Search cheerfully and humbly for the path 

That lies sunlit and clear, 

Between the shadows thrown there by the blind. 
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I GIVE thee thanks sweet Lord, 

That through the watches of the night no answer came. 

Fear shut my heart, only my cold lips prayed 

While in the mind and memory of my soul 

I listened for a single word of your sweet comfort 

Only to hear and hear again, voices, my own, yet not my own, 
Profane your Holy Name. 

And as my will knew not itself for evil 

And as my hope was strangled by its pain 

Wed to despair, who cast his seed in thought’s dark womb, 
Not couched in soft tears flood, but dry and harsh with pain, 
I bore an infant Truth. 

For this I praise your name. 


We may not bend you to our will 

Nor of our feeble virtue shape our way, 

Nor can we by a multitude of prayer from your fierce wind 

Defend our soul’s pale flame. 

Crushed, winnowed, scattered, ground on horns of beasts 

We, your wheat, die to our own meagre day, 

Bred to the dust. 

You are the Master Potter; we the clay, 

We have no right, no life, no being; you hold us exiled 

Until, denuded of will and of feeling, we lie beneath your 
throne. 

Then only may we rise to offer sacrifice and wear green 
garments and sing canticles of praise 

And pray deep prayer for a sick child, or passingly for a lost 
pin. 
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And-you will bend your fierce white beams in gentlest grace 
to human ways 

Till in the sweet soft unities of love, we hardly dare to shape 
our prayer 

For that the ear of God shall lend itself so readily to listen 

And that the will of God shall bow in kindred meekness to 
our most trivial need. 

So do we hold thee in our sinful hands, whose endless worlds 

Are but the shadow of thy smile; 

Son of the Virgin: Ancient of Days. 


Oe me two bodies restrained of a man and a maid 
Heart to each heart beside, guarding the gate. 

Cast me the chalice frail of lotus flower 

Rearing of petal-flesh, sweet in the Spring’s fleet breath. 
Cast me the sighing song of doves’ soft courtesy. 

Cast me the cold morn, stars and winter night 

_ And burning summer noontide of delight. 

Cast me these things; their name is love. 

_Yet may they fold the wings of love’s full flight 

For in their transient loveliness I see the mirror of my kind. 
And I in love am but the mirror born to mirror Thee; 
O Love, beyond the limit of love’s mortality. 
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D EEPER and deeper do I fight and strive 
To win a way within, 

Deeper and deeper, 

Through tunnel dark and the rough rock, 

I stretch my hands; I press and cling 

If so, with faint last breath of life, 

I still may win 

To that Deep Heart, within that Broken Side. 


Within the gateway roses grow. 

Red, fragrant, petals burning; 

Lit with unfathomed knowing, 

Dark with the all-consuming— 
Being—loving—all light containing. 
O faint my soul! O faint of yearning. 


How does the Rose of Roses melt and glow? 
How does it pulse in life, in giving 
Being the mystic mystery? 


Inward and inward must I now withdraw 

To reach. the forward goal, 

Inward more inward, 

Secret, God couching in the core of home, 

In darkest hope, with silence all interned, 
Tuned-in to the full speech unbroken into words. 


O so rich hope that holds this heart 

Too cramped to hold thy love; 

Burst thou the bounds of hopeful faith, 

And break this time-locked heart 

Till liquid it can flow, 

And, in one intermingling stream of love, 
Reach that Deep Well within that Broken Side. 
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ise them come in and out your children. In and out 
To pass or to stay, at any hour of the day 

At any hour of the night, by darkness or light, 

Let them come in and out, your children, in and out. 


When you have bread to give, give them bread. 
When you have wine, give them bread and wine. 
If you have neither wine to give nor bread, 

Give them smiles instead, 

Let them come in and out, your children. 


Let them tread unawares, your children, 
Noisily on the stairs, or on your heart, 
Your children; with their friends, 

Good or bad, well or ill, your children. 


Let them throw the windows wide 

And burn out your last hoard of coal, 

Let them rake out the grate or make any mistake: 

Lift your grey head—a bride newly wed, they are newly born, 
your children. 


Drive down the cruel rain; the traveller on the plain, 
The ship tossed sideways, frantic, dark, tide-driven. 
Tear down your curtains’ shield, 

Fling wide your door unsealed, 

Let them come in and out, your children. 
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Now that you know, now that you see, 

Bear them again your children. 

Not chained to you, not chained to me, 

In spite of the drop-scene black with dead, 

Out of the crimson newly shed, 

Joyous and strong, daring and free, your children. 


Mother is dead— Mother is dead. 
Children! Mother is dead. 


Take the cover away from over her head, 

Let the rain beat in, and the snow and the sun, 

Of what use is a wall now the fight is done? 
_Let her back to the earth whence we came, whence we come 
Be strong and be free, O, my Children. 
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Sunset on the Karroo 


M. eyes so greatly drenched with light 

From feeding on the sun’s gold orb, 

And unprotected by a single tree 

Or break of outlined land, 

Only the hard unpitying Veld between, 

Unable to absorb so great a field of light 

Sent back, in mockery of the sun’s supremacy, 

Not one but many black and dancing suns 

Leaping in twos and threes, confusing the horizon: 
Yet when the sun had died that threw such burning light 
That I could only give it back in darkness, 

That same light, stored in my eyes, 

Broke into zacking bars of blood, of green and gold, 
That lay across the brown and purple Veld 

In bands of released light. 
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Resurrection of the Body 


I. is written in the skies and you must read, 

It is written in the trees with every breeze 

That wakes responsive longing in your heart; 
You must read the spirit that informs the seasons, 
Releasing all its myriad trilling notes, 

Its joyous revelation in vegetation and brief flesh, 
All time embracing, core of life. 
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W.~ do you look for landmarks and seek to know the way 
in country you have never traversed? 

It is useless to sing your song or wail your lamentation, no one 
will hear you. 

The children are playing in the cowslip fields or furnishing 
their barns; they will not heed you. 

It is useless to look to right or left for unfamiliar signposts; 

Cairns built by other pilgrims, or crosses raised in grottos all 
their own; 

You will not go their way: 

For while they were at work and play, you wandered through 
the wood, 

Already the path is overgrown behind you, the brambles closed 
in on it. 

Do not seek to go back to them. 
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i eee you will hear new noises, 

But you must have silence absolute. 

There will be sledge hammers and the big things building, 

Scenery being erected that you know of for the first time: 

Now that you are blinded and in prison 

New sense worlds will come into touch and be revealed, 

Also new forces of illusion, holding again disillusion. 

You must not heed these, they are more dangerous than flesh 
and blood: 

Do not let even the angels disturb you: 

They are the winds that blow at the edge of the spirit, 

But the spirit is still and his voice is not heard until other 
voices are dumb; 

Therefore you must keep silence and listen. 
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I LINGER to Caress the years vital with joy and pain 

In their richness of human love, not to wish them again; 
I have so tortured and twisted your gift of living; 

Let my life flow evenly now in the peace of unknowing. 


Dismiss vice and virtue, the guilt and the striving. 

Naked my soul to the harvest of God’s own devising; 

Sifted and scattered as dust knowing no thinking, 

’ To lie where Thy feet may tread, break where Thy wheat may 
breed 

In the ploughed soil of the millions enduring. 


I have looked on sunshine-seas, through eyes lit with vanity, 

On suffering human lives with heart of uncharity, 

On moonlight love-lit field to draw them to the furnace of my 
longing 

Where in concupiscence they lived to die, 

Their passage lost and barred to inward flowering. 


Where I have turned a soul this way or that from Thee 
There take my stone heart broken and suffer it to be 
A viaduct: stone being passive a vessel only 

Holding, but claiming no life and no sparkle, 

But in silence containing and guarding thy own life’s flowing. 


O waters of Christ, 

Christ who is his people and whose people are Christ; 

Immutable Godhead—shaping the atoms of our living and 
our dying, ; 

Our corrupting and reforming to the body of Your mind. 
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There lurks no luxury in God’s forgiveness 

It does not dally with the sable hands of night, 

Nor lovers’ lingering with tears and murmurings of 
reconciliation : 

His are stormy waters and when the dam is downed 

There is no holding back the mighty flood 

Which mocks to nothingness our sweetest words, - 

Our treasured deeds of grace, of pity, or of love. 


So may the aqueducts through which His waters run 

Be worn away when Time is done. 

Running, they too, like sands not knowing their own being 
But each grain borne along by the swift tide, 

Gathering through converging channels, 

From the four winds of the compass, the races of the world: 
Broken and liquidated human hearts, flowing in unity 

To Trinity of Joy. 
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ibe grapes are ripe but no man comes this way. 

The royal grapes are filled with flesh and wine, 

Gold in their brimming juices, frankincense and myrrh, 
Foreshadowed in the gifts of the three kings. 


We seek refreshment and renewal, we are deceived and yet 
thirsting 

We turn our heads this way and that—seeking—seeking— 

Parch-lipped for want of joy. 


We know daily life and daily living; men and women, fields 
and flowers, 
Red earth; green or brown, white of flock, but dear earth 
And familiar in the rising and the setting of the spheres. 


The grapes lurk in dark foliage, they are hard to reach and 
bitter to taste 

And we must part the wild and the sown, rich jungle ways 
and thorned; 

Also the conventional gardens, little paths dull and daily 

There also wrestling with nature untamed and luxuriant: 

It is difficult to come by, your Vine. 


Over soft earth of love in trodden tranquil paths, 
Or by harsh ways unsure. 


Serve us your grapes in vessels of theory, 
On tables of our own choosing, 

We are filled to the brim with pain. 
Pour us a draught of joy. 
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Deep in the structure of the mighty tree 

The strong and twisted stems, soft roped 

Like rivers, light the way between the shadow of the sheltering 
leaves; es 

While bursting to ripeness full and rich with wine 

It hangs; the royal grape; the purple Vine. 


You who dissect and divide where there is no division, 
Bring here your thirsting and drink without indecision 
For here is gold for the empty pursed, 

Frankincense for the striving mind 

And myrrh for the seekers of joy. 


Seekers of joy! You who split the stars, 

Come drink of my sorrows, 

Drink of my passion, 

Casting yourselves from yourselves, 

Uniting and integrating the glorious ingredients of your blessed 
discontent: 

Drink of the Vine, the mystical marriage, 

My joy and my pain: the water and wine. 


Drop the rich grapes that taste so bitter, 

Deep in the valley and high in the mountain, 

Steel leafed the foliage that shelters the vine 

And the workers in the vineyard? 

Angel faced, single eyed; children and virgins. 
Then how are you here, O Mary called Magdalen, 
Arms intertwined with Mary the Virgin? 
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Where are the lips that thirst for you, O grapes? 

Here is the Wine. 

We call it joy and pain, one is thy juice, O fruit divine. 
Torn flesh and crowned with thorns. 

No ease, nor letting, no respite nor escaping, 

All sin sustaining in darkness, cruelty, pain. 


Taste and see, my flesh is sweet, 

God made man, I bleed upon a tree. 

I am not a crucifix to hang upon a wall, fashioned in ivory. 
Come to me all ye who are burdened, 

They are insupportable, your burdens; 

Give them to me. 


In the mysticism of the saints, 

In the simple words of children, 

In the paths, bitter and salt with tears of sinners, 
The Vine is grown, the branches grafted: in me. 


O absolute reality married to humanity, 

You who hung a criminal with criminals, upon a tree, 
Strengthen me in daily dying 

And in new life, God grown, 

God born, God dead, God risen. 

My weakness to thy Vine be riven, 

Pulped, trodden, hidden, 

Drench me in Thee. 
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I BRING before you, Christ, the anger of my aching heart 
Of which the natural virtue is all spent. 

I lay it at the foot of the hard cross 

On which your mangled body bled and died 

Not to call saints but sinners to repent. 


And I have dwelt too long among your saints 

And in their kind community hiding myself from self, 
‘Upheld by the sweet sacraments of love, 

I have grown old and now, the sacraments are nearly over, 
It is most urgent for fresh life to spring 

Within the dead and piteous thing 

I lay before your feet. 


I made my choice so long ago, dear God, that now there is 
no choice 

And yet choice stares me in the eyes new born, 

For I have touched that darkest spot which lies 

Beyond all works and beneath devotion; 

I hold hell in my hand 

And there is nothing in me, Christ, that can release the bond. 


Like incense or small fleecy form of cloud 

Contrition has wrought soft in confidence 

All but the very core which lies deep hidden in the heart of 
man, 

And holds the balance of eternity, 

Waiting till flesh, and all earth’s flowers have shed their 
blooming, 

It blossoms with ripe-age adversity. 


It is the primal core which is now new-revealed, 
The basic heart which turns the key of love, 

Yet seed that, dormant, holds the germ of hell, 
And, waking, craves no less a love than God; 
For holding still to self it looks both ways; 

Can it take hell to heaven? For there hell is, 
Deep in the heart, below the heart, in the root, 
Below the root in the basic unknown will. 


As we do fear purgation clinging to some obstructive seed 
To nurse the ill health state of animal being 

In comfort of self-love, 

So have I held buried my whole life long 

This secret sin from which there is no freedom, 

Nor even felt its links nor chafed inside its chains; 

Soft flesh and blood-like chains. 


It is the serpent coiled; the hidden reflex 
Which whispers in soft vanity “yes” to the Self and “No” 
to God. 


O Love, sweet Love which hung so lavishly on the hard Tree 


Where one red drop could save a thousand worlds— 
Do we despise Thy blood 

Which alone bought, by its sweet shedding 

The ransom of our wills? 


O so hard core that holds the pride of choice; 
Only contrition in the passion of Christ 

Can dissolve the very essence of our willing 
And melt our hearts to Christ-likeness of love. 
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Leave me, O Christ, no self except adherence, 

No knowledge of self, only knowledge of Thee 

And in freedom holding: thyself receiving, 

With thy eyes seeing, with thy life living: 

Soul’s memory of Thee excluding the germ and power of 
gainsaying 

The love, the light, the laughter of Redemption. 


W. smile as we go our daily way of life 
For in the darkness there is light, 

And in our fear and misery: 

We smile because You are. 


Eternal God above our knowing; 

Beyond our devotion, 

Knowing yourself for what you are, 
Seeing yourself as you are, 

Eternal life and love eternally begotten. 
Eternally breathing your love. 

Stillness in unity, 

Revelation in trinity. 

Mirrored in our fragments of reflection: 
Can we leave hold of all our imagery 

To turn towards you, Torrent of Pleasure? 
Fountain of unbroken Light, 

The All, the All-Good and the Only. 
Beyond suffering; possessing all joy, myriad and manifold, 
The One, the Only, the Absolute. 


You hold our planets in the flame of your sun: 
We live because you live: 

We love because you love 

And in you we can forget ourselves. 

You—God who eternally are. 

O God, dear God, we thank you that you are. 

We praise and we rejoice, we cast our care: 

We have no care 

For you are there above our care, 

It is not we but You who are 

Above our apprehension we apprehend, 

And beyond adoring we adore, 

At the borders of unknowing, where knowledge is. 
Where we end You begin, where we die You live. 
Where we leave imagery behind us we go towards you. 
Over the precipice and into the torrent, 

The dark torrent of light. 

We cast ourselves free of ourselves: 

We thank you that you are. 
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Be me take the Mind’s plate: world canvas, 

Room for the sun and moon, pin-pointed, earth entangled, 

Yet these are big things accepted, but unapprehended, only 

. their absence, 

Sun and moon falling from places and stars ceasing to shine, 

These would strike—destroy—idealism, logical empiricism, 

Where would these be standing? 

This I do not know, philosophy put to the test. 

The test of what?—reality? 

Reality in ceasing to know reflection? 

What other thing then am I if that to which I am held up 

Should move beyond the scope of my reception? 

Or shall I then reflect on darkness with thought of eyes 
shaped to light 

Breaking in the colours of reception, wholly individual, 
in no two identical. 

This is the way I have received and registered, 

Albeit in the meagreness of this receiving I have shadowed 
down the features of his showing. 

There in the deadly logic of this fear I followed to the 
sequence of conclusion 

That I was insulated from the source of life 

And cast adrift beyond the reach of contact 

And in the terror grip of desolation I turned and rent me. 

I piled defiance on rebellion and cried aloud in blasphemy. 

No angel rebuked me; no echo came back to me. 

I was free of all law to correct and inform me. 
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In the whole dead world I was King; 
Fences and sign-posts and all prohibitions, these were 
disbanded and gone. 
Just like Heaven—or Man made God— 
All will fulfilling. 
No Master image—now reflecting 
No law—no light—no love and no submitting. 
Broken the seal of Hell. 


| bee me fight back with you my God, 

Let me give blow for blow, 

Lest, in the acquiescent way of flesh, 

Thy wounds should flow to unfulfilment 
And I should lie bereft the little that I own. 


Ring thy harsh changes on my mind’s cold shield 

Till I can parry even as I kneel. 

Teach me to thrust as Thou hast thrust 

And turn as Thou hast turned, 

Fine, twisted steel within the heart of flesh, 

The innermost crimson cell where life is born or dics, 
Till I have fashioned out of my firm faith, 

Armour of knight to fight by night; 

Counting the day no loss, but meeting steel with steel, 
Battering harsh prayer of will against the will of God. 
For my own steel was tempered in Thy forge, 

Pointed to Thy commanding and shaped by Word of Thine 
For you have armed us—God—to fight on equal ground, 
To wrestle not with the powers of evil, 

But with Thy might to risk our armoury 
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Till in sweet terror lost to self recording, 

It mutters back the challenge of your blows 

And gives true echo to the harsh strange notes 

Too deep and rich, too high and still, 

Too fierce and gentle, too constant and too changeable 

To make concerted music to dull human ears: 

Then in my daring helplessness I will creep close and closer 
To take the shock and shiver of the blows. 

Drop down Thy shield O God and let me close with Thee 
If this is so, and that is so, then beat about the head, 

The heart, each cell of human thought, of human breeding, 
Each pious thought of human knowing, 

Downward born, lacerated, bleeding, flowing, 

Till you have struck my very manhood from me 

And I have no one thing to call my own. 


Then I will stand on tiptoe and I'll whisper 
“O God, my God, I see you God!” 

I see you not. 

“What did you say O God, so low 

I heard you not?” 

Yet I did hear you God. 


I have wept blind my eyes to have the sight of you, 

And from the distant music of the world, your blows have 
struck my ears 

And with new senses I both see and hear, so frightened yet so 
lovingly 

Joyous, yet so cowardly—that flesh of man must lose its living 

And life of man must cast its being 

And in the deep wounds of immortal wrestling 

Be born again, a son of God. 
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O DARK and passionate things, where have you harboured 

That I have held your hands along with holy loves 

And have not known your nature nor frankly read your name? 

Not till he ran his ploughshare through my heart 

To turn the roots, seemingly dead, and lay their white and 
green, 

Pale but persistent life in unrelenting candour of the sun, 

Pregnant with worm and power throttling tendrils 

Corrupting, even now at harvest eve, the golden seed due for 
the Master’s granary; 

And left the soil once drenched with tears and laughter 

Dry dust, revealing weeds which the soft luxury of dew and 
noonday flowering 

Had bedded out with rich and varied loves. 


O Lord my God grapple my soul 

With hard hooked thorns, to Thy most holy Will; 

For in my vigorous mortality 

I yearn towards the variegated colours, the living and the 
loving, 

Of all this transient earth that holds decay 

In the brown womb of its renewal. 


For I would only hold my life true-born, in Thy most blessed 
death, 

And take from every precious grain of Time 

The dull, the cold, the toil to dip it in thy blood: 

For we must walk most carefully, who walk with Christ. 

The air is rarefied and hard for narrow lungs to breathe and 
hearts to give again. 
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Spirits lurk near 

And wispy clouds of evil trail their soft-toned and deceptive 
colouring, 

Subtly distilling perfume of deceit among the fragrant flowers 

Whose shape they shadow. 

For men can sin, O Lord, on mountain tops 

Close to thy vaulting and the whispering stars’ 

High sealing secrets and the uttering of holy things; 

For where flesh is the serpent follows on 

Until thy flesh shall come to claim its own. 


And till that day the mind of man can choose 

To see the better, the more highly polished is the metal of his 
mind, 

His own reflection or the will of God. 

Hold us so doubtful of our ways and will 

That we may dread to move our eyes 

Away from the sharp nails that held Thee to a tree, 

For while we still can see ourselves shine from our souls 

Then do our mountain tops hold, beneath crystal snows, 

The smouldering fires of Hell. 


I AM the Good Shepherd 

And this is what I say: 

Do not take life so hard, my children; 

I have been scourged and crucified 

That you may be gay, 

If you are sorrowful when you suffer a little, 
To be companions in my body; 

Then you cast my gift away. 


Do not feel self-conscious because of your short-comings 

I know that is how you are each towards each other 

But with me it is not so: 

I should like you to know how it is I feel towards you: 

That a mother’s love seems little compared to mine which is 
great: 

You know how it has been with a lover’s arms about you; 

Well, that love is far away and mine is very close. 


I would give you such an easy time, you doubters, 

With the saints I am exacting in my love, 

But I cast all that aside before my questing passion 

To embrace you and to feast with you, or just to walk beside 
you. 


I beg you not to stray from me and not to dishonour me 

For I have robbed my Godhead for my love of your love, 

And my eyes will be so glad to look beyond your sinning 

But my ears will be open to hear your slightest murmuring 
of love. 


If you will forgive yourselves I too will forgive you, 
I will stay beside you and consume you with love. 
Some are always falling, some follow very closely: 
Both these I love. 


There is room in my heart for millions upon millions 
They may not know my name, but they have felt my love, 
And if your hands are tired or your feet are wounded 

So too were mine. 

And if your hearts are broken I can gather them to me; 
For the gap in my side has the width of the world 

And is deeper than the sea. 
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Dicks poi ee edged; 

So sharp, who would not shrink from touching them, 
Having discovered them? 

For they are mostly hidden, 

We have planted rests round them, 

And rivers flow between them; 

Hills grow over and cover them, 

And on these hills our feet dance merrily, 

Yet when the hill is split the sword is shown 

Not only sentinel, upright, but horizontally lying 
The length of the hill on which we trod, 

The length of the road, in the grass and under, 
In the sod of sensual security. . 
The forests, hills and earth shall roll away. 

Walk on the swords for life; cling to the swords, 
Flashing and turning swords; 

Only the swords will stay. 


Wee was it that made me look backward and forward 
along the plane of Time, 

Maybe I had known there was fear in my heart and that fear 
is forewarning? 

For bewildered I looked at, and anticipated both—Being, and 
Passing—and I said in my thought: 

This will pass too, its joy is not lasting—I have seen it before— 

Now I meet it again—it is Life and its Passing. 

I do not like Life in its passing, 

It is not mine, it is something to wave at; escaping. 

I do not like the plane of Time; it is a flat plain stretching— 

To horizons that fade, to joys that are failing; 

No intrinsic, but outside myself, not integral; but only—Time 
passing. 


Now I am anticipating, then I shall be travelling—arrived; 

The joy of together—the fear of tomorrow: 

It is over now—receding—pain again and fear; 

The flat plane returning—stretching—where love is always 
eluding : ae 

Along the plain—the flat plane of Time—Time in its passing. 


Do we stand alone, and are we united only to stand alone 
again? 

Is possession but for the brief transience of this side-by-side 
passing 

While the thin blade of pain the dry wood is curling, the dry 
dust blowing, 

Like spent earth, once flowering, left bare again to night; 

The spirit night, 

Where nothing is, but what is dark and void? 
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Time—Time—Time—on this flat plane passing; 

This joy will pass, I said, as other joys have passed 

With the sharp plane’s passing; the desert plane of Time. 
And so I was afraid, 

And so it came upon me. 


The sky was split from highest vault to earth and under; 

God made the lightning. 

Tell us, O so clear spirit the brightness of whose passing has 
split the plane of Time— 

Tell us, blind and frightened children of the earth, 

That; God abides. 


That every passing molecule of Time’s flat year 
Stands upright in his sight, potent of eternal scenery. 
Each tenderest fibre of our plain grown roots, 
Conceived in doubt and born in pain, 

Makes the new flesh of heaven. 


O Light, O Love, O Storm! 

Tear, as a child from out the womb, my heart 
From out its tomb of flesh, 

Faint faith is shed and distant star of hope is dead, 
For life has broken through: Life, everlasting, true. 


Faintly it trailed its cloud across our skies, 

Faintly we knew; 

The light that lit the searching of their eyes 

Was light of Christ which has no dying, 

The only Light and only Life which earth’s quick passing can 
catch 

And link with human living, by human loving. 
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M. God—I offer back my memory: 


It moves a stranger in a foreign land 

With finger to its lips and wonder in its eyes; 

So sweetly frail the visions of its holding, 

Not in the way of our accustomed thought but in surprise 
That such a little instrument of knowing 

Is endlessly held up in memory 

To view and detail of the new-toned world 

Which it has seen and loved. 


How can it read the riddle of a writing 

Vaster than its comprehension of its own content? 
For sounds are heard and colours shown 

Of which there is no rendering back in words, 
Only in worshipping. 

And as we live the lives of daily fashion, 

We who are held in the soft mist of memories untranslatable, 
We cannot say—from this, or that, I drew my life 
And this or that shall grow from it— 

We are not dealing in the things we know 

And can return with more or less of interest paid. 


For God has turned us like a ball about, 

As the earth is spun in space, 

With sense and understanding all in night, 

Holding us up to things beyond our conscious apprehension 
As sand molten in flame, to be the fragile glass, 

The feeble mirror of our new-born sight 

And of our own profound capacity to store and hold, 

In memory’s honeyed court, a world beyond our own. 


69 


And can we travel daily with this burden 

Haunting our minds and singing in our ears, 

We who have seen the world beneath our feet 

Holding a glory we can never name? 

O myriad magic seas, deepening of man, and earth and cloud, 
And the high hills where the free Spirit blows 

The keen wind through our hairs, which are numbered, 
Purging the soul. 


I cannot tell you what country I have travelled 

Nor what my eyes have seen. 

My looking-glass that held itself intact, 

Lit by the light of its own power of thought, 

Is shattered now to new unnumbered atoms of reflection 

Which mock the smallness of a galaxy of stars, 

For men can name the stars 

But love that showed his likeness and withdrew, has got no 
naming. 

Nor must it be that we respeak in terms of human comforting, 

Things heard beyond our own interpreting, things seen beyond 
our range of seeing, 

For when music and seeing in colour are not segregate, 

Not broken into taste and hearing, sight or sensing, 

But like their source are one, 

So must our memory’s unity remain unbroken 

And not be handled by coarse instruments 

That let it slip, or falsify by speaking and interpretation. 


Rather we walk the earth as exiles doubly burdened with a 
load of joy. 

And to our eyes blinded with light does the variety of earth 
seem sweeter 

In the details of its fashioning: key-pattern of revelation. 
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In the patience of home-sickness we carry the seed of home, 
In non-interpretation we carry knowledge 

And in the darkness of our daily life, we bear entombed 
The morning star. 


‘I do not ask to hold a vision stolen from beyond material 
steadfastness, 

Nor to breed in time’s sweet memory, quiescence which is 
timeless. 

Only I ask of the High God who held the world a mirror to 
his face 

Not to debase to my small sensual holding 

The memory of so much loveliness, 

Nor let me squeeze the virtue out of vision 

In order to compress its compass to my earthly mind 

Within the bounds of Time. 


But better that the door should shut again and darkness fall 
While I am left behind to scratch the roots of virtue; 

For in the bowels of this earth the bulb and root is born 
And the rose, and the green, and the gold, 

And the high wind, in the sky above the hills, 

Is to the flowers in the day of their flowering. 
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Like shafts of light, lancing ahead, 

Or backwards lagging in the roads of time; 

Only the forward ones shall live 

The others die, however sweet their pain. 

For in the shadow of the mighty hand 

My life has lived in love 

But now alone and blinded from the glad eternal light 
The spear heads thrust beyond. 
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